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Ninety-nine 


God, | looked ridiculous. | don't know what I'm doing here. | don't play golf. | got roped into this charity thing and 
| didn't want to back out, but | felt silly and out of place. Taylor convinced me to go with this outfit. He said 
people dress up for these charity things and yet, in walked Mike Inez in black pants, a black polo shirt, and a 
Raiders hat. He gave me a hug and a warm smile, as Mike Inez always does, and told me how happy he was to 


see me. He even complimented me on my neon pink checkered shirt and white pants and matching pink socks. 
"I feel like an ass. Nobody's going to be able to concentrate with me around in this crazy shirt" 
Mike laughed. "Sure, sure." 


And then around the corner came the ugliest outfit I've ever had the displeasure of seeing. Maybe Taylor was 
right. Jerry Cantrell walked in, wearing white pants with fluffy kittens all over them. They were they the kind 
you'd find in an old children's storybook with ribbons tied around their necks. He also had the matching collared 
shirt. Part of me wanted to laugh and part of me was oddly impressed. It took a secure man to wear an outfit 
like that, especially with the sweet, cute kitty right on the crotch. Yeah, | noticed. And | was suddenly feeling 
pretty okay about my pink shirt and socks. 


"Hey, Nate," Jerry smiled at me. "You don't normally come to these things. | didn't know you played" 
"Hi, Jerry. And | don't," | admitted with a cringe. "I kind of got roped into it" 

"Ah. You don't have a partner? We could do doubles’ 

"| do not. Taylor was going to do this with me, but he bailed" Under my breath, | muttered. "That dick" 
"You can be mine, then," Jerry offered 

"Oh, god. No. No, please. | will fuck shit up all day. You really „honestly. Ill only ruin your day. 

"Fuck that. It'll be fun" 


| stiffened when he threw his arm around my shoulders. This is not going to go well. As Jerry led me to the 


registration table, | asked, "So you play a lot?" 
"Maybe once or twice a month. Mike and | started playing years ago" 

"Ah. So you're pretty good” 

He shrugged. "Not really" 

After we were registered, Jerry kept me at his side, which was fine by me. | started to relax a little. He was 
a rice guy. | found myself wishing we had the chance to get to know each other better over the years. And 


then it was our turn to tee off. My nerves returned. 


| stared blankly at the bag of clubs in front of me. They were brand new, purchased yesterday for the sole 


purpose of today's disaster. 
Jerry stepped up and pulled out a club. "This is your driver. You've been to the driving range before, right?" 
| nodded. 

"There you go, then" He held the club out for me. "You're just at the driving range. 

"| sucked there, too," | mumbled, taking the club from him. 

"Keep your head down and follow through. You'll be fine. 

| missed the ball entirely on my first try. 


"I said keep your head down, Nate." Jerry reminded me. He came over and stood behind me, touching my hips. 


A ripple of something sharp zipped down my spine and | bolted straight up and down 

"Good. Keep your back straight" His arms reached around me and gloved hands closed over mine. "Hold it 
loosely, but keep your fingers locked. Bring it back slowly, extending this inside arm, and then bring the club 
down, hitting the ball with the center of the head. See that red line on your club?" 

| tried to say yes, but my voice caught so | just nodded. 


"Good. Keep your chin tucked and your eye on the ball. All your power comes from here." His hand pressed 
against my stomach and | prayed he didn't feel me trembling. 


As he slowly withdrew, | sucked in a breath. 


"Now, hit the fucking ball" | could hear the smile in his voice, but I'll be damned if | was doing to turn and look 
at him. 


Keeping my head down and my eye on the ball, | brought the club back and let out the breath | was holding. 
Here goes nothing. | swung the club and made contact. | hit a pretty decent line drive, but it only went forty 


or fifty yar ds. 


"Good job!" Exclaimed Jerry. He was beaming at me when | turned around. 

"Thanks, but it didn't go very far" 

"So what? You made contact and hit it straight." He patted my shoulder as he passed me to tee up his ball. 
He stood, gazing at the fairway for a moment before lining up his shot. My eyes drifted down to his kittened 
backside and long legs when | really should have been studying his form. He swung his club and | watched the 
ball go sailing down the fairway. | was amazed at how effortless he made it look. 

Jerry gave me a lesson with each new shot | had to take, taking every opportunity to touch me. Or so it 
seemed. Not that | minded a bit. By the fourth hole, | was completely distracted, but | found myself eager to 
impress him. I'm pretty sure | failed, though. At the end of eighteen holes, | was sweaty, exhausted and 
humiliated. | shot a ninety-nine on a par-12, while Jerry shot a seventy-eight. 


"I was terrible. Maybe golf is not my game." 


Jerry bumped my shoulder and smiled "You were great for your first time. Ninety-nine is perfectly 
respectable. You're a fast learner, just need to practice. Did you have fun?" 


"Well, yeah," | paused. "Thanks to you. Sorry you lost because of me." 


"Like | care. Come on, I'll buy you a drink” 

Shaking my head, | told him, "No way. I'm buying.’ 

In the clubhouse, we stood at the bar, Jerry sipping a club soda and me with a bottle of Stella He was so 
easy-going and kind. Jerry was so easy to talk to, he reminded me of Dave that way, only a little calmer, 
which was nice. 


"So, when are you guys touring again?" 


"We're pretty quiet right now. Working on a couple new songs and then doing a short tour in the spring and 
summer. You?" 


| chuckled and shook my head. "We'll be on the road for the next eighteen months, touring this new album." 
"That's a long time," He commented. 


"Yeah, but | don't have anything to go home to, so its no big deal to me." | met his gaze and inwardly started 
to squirm when he was quiet for a long time. Was he catching my hint? 


| know what you mean. But you must get tired of it sometimes. It gets kind of boring after a while. When do 


you leave?" 

"For the road? Next week 

"We should do something” 

| raised the bottle of beer and took a long drink Was Jerry Cantrell asking me for a date? "Like?" 


"Whatever. Grab dinner, play another round so you can practice." He grinned at me and | think my knees would 


have buckled if | wasn't leaning against the bar. 
| stammered a little. "Um, yeah. Yeah, sure. Thatd be cool. Um, take my number?" 
He handed me his phone. "Add it in my contacts." 


As | typed out my first and last name, | glanced at him, feeling my face grow warm. Was he just being friendly 


or was he really asking me out? 


| still wasn't sure when he finally called it a day and headed to the parking lot. | stopped at the back of my 
SUV and opened the back, loading in the broken-in set of clubs. "So, um, we leave next Wednesday," | told him, 
stuffing my hands in my pockets. 


"Okay." 
"Um, call me before that." | cringed. Desperate much, Nate? 
‘| will" Jerry grinned. 


"Okay." | wanted to die. That grin gave it all away. He knew. Although | should have wanted to get the hell out 


of there, | hesitated. | glanced around the parking lot. "So, which one is yours?" 

He pointed to the old red Corvette. | should have known. 

"Wow! That's nice.” 

"Thanks. Maybe I'll bring it when | see you again" He winked at me. 

"Oh, um, okay. Yeah. Cool.” 

"See you later, Nate." Jerry leaned into me and kissed my cheek as he gently squeezed my upper arm. 


Too shocked to move, | stood frozen to the spot as he walked toward the Vette. 


Later that evening, Taylor called to find out how it went. 

"Great," | told him. "I had a good time. Thanks for getting me to go" 

"Who is this? What have you done with my friend?" 

"Oh, shush. It was fun" 

"Who else was there?" 

"A bunch of people | don't know. | was kind of nervous until | saw Mike Inez" 
"Oh, cool 

"And Jerry Cantrell" 

"Yeah, | heard he plays. 


"Good tutor and teammate, too. He felt sorry for me, | think” 


"That's cool. What was your score?" 

"Ninety-nine." 

Taylor laughed quietly. 

| ignored him because | had other, more important things to talk about. "He asked to see me again" 
"What?!" The laughter abruptly stopped. 

"He said ‘we should get together'." 

"Wow. Okay." 

"That's like a date, right?" 

"Um, | don't know." 

"He took my number. Then, when we left, he kissed me." 
"HE KISSED YOU?!" 

"Well, | mean, on the cheek, but -" 

"Wow." 

"That means he's into me, right?" 

"Wow. | mean ..| guess?" 


"Stop saying wow." | started to say | hoped so but didn't really want to admit that to Taylor. My phone 
vibrated and buzzed softly. | pulled it from my ear to look at the screen 


It was a text from an unfamiliar number. Hs Jer. You busy tomorrow? 


With a grin, | held it to my ear again. "T, you're not gonna believe this, and don't say wow, but he just texted 


and asked if | was busy tomorrow." 
"Wow! Yeah, okay, that sounds like he wants a date. Good luck" 


Laughing and shaking my head, | hung up with Taylor. | settled back against the pillows on my bed and returned 
Jerry's text, unable to stop smiling. Totally free tomorrow. 


Good, pick you up at seven Can I have your address? 


After | gave him my address, we texted back and forth for an hour, talking about anything and everything. | 


fell asleep with a smile a mile wide on my face. 


Promptly at seven, | heard the rumble of the Corvette's engine. The sight of Jerry in the convertible, sitting in 


my driveway, was enough to make my heart race. 


Taylor gave me more fashion advice and told me to wear the tight jeans. Again, | felt a little self-conscious 


about them until | noticed Jerry's eyes travel down to my crotch. 
"So, where are we going?" | asked after he pulled the car out of my driveway. 
"Feel like playing more golf?" 


"Well, l'm not exactly dressed for it," | replied, taking note that he wasn't dressed for it, either, in his own 
jeans, which fit him like a glove. A tight glove. 


"Don't worry. You're fine." 
As he pulled the car into a parking lot, | read the sign. "Golf ‘N Stuff" | laughed. "Mini golf?" 
"What? You don't like putt-putt?" 


| giggled even harder. Somehow, hearing Jerry Cantrell call it ‘:putt-putt was the sweetest thing I've ever 


heard. "No! No. Putt-putt is fine. | think | remember how to play this one." 

As he paid for two, he murmured, "That's too bad. | was looking forward to teaching you." 
| don't who blushed harder: me or the attendant. 

Jerry handed me the orange ball and kept the blue one for himself. 

‘Is this some vague joke about me being a ginger?" | teased. 

"Not at all. | happen to love gingers." He dead-panned and then walked away from me. 


Again, | was frozen to the spot, staring after him as | tried to keep my heart from beating right out of my 
chest. 


At the first hole, one with two humps in the middle and the cup on the other side of them, Jerry dropped his 


ball and leaned his putter right up against his crotch as he reached into his pocket, pulling out a hair tie. He 
gathered his long hair and put it in a ponytail. | was mesmerized. 


To hide my awe, | joked, "Someone's about to get serious. No doubles this time, right?" 
Jerry smirked but said nothing. 


| watched him line up his shot and tap the ball over the two humps, hit the lip of the cup, and veer off to the 
left. "Oh, tough break." 


"I know you're not talking shit over there, Ninety-nine," He replied, pointing a finger at me. 


We stared at each other for a long moment until | said, "You know, l'm not real sure | remember how to do 


this." 


As | stepped up to my ball on the tee pad, | felt Jerry's hands slide around my hips. His breath tickled my neck 


and an involuntary shiver rippled down my back 

"Keep your hips square to the ball and your knees bent slightly." His voice was soft in my ear. 
‘No worries. They're about to buckle, anyway. Then?" 

His lips grazed my earlobe. "Hold the shaft and let it swing like a pendulum." 

"Fuck," | sighed. 

"This is a family establishment, Ninety-nine," Jerry purred before he kissed my neck. 

My head dropped back against his shoulder while he moved one hand to my stomach. 

"This is wildly inappropriate for your golf tutor.” 


"lm willing to overlook it," | told him as | turned around to face him. | smiled and placed my hands on his chest. 


"But don't let it happen again, Coach." 


"No promises, Ninety-nine." 


